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THE TR AGE D IE 0 

Othello, the Moore of Venice, 


ajftius 'Primus. Scosna Trima. 



Enter Rpdorigo^and I Ago. 
Rodor/'go. 

j*Euer tell roe/1 cake it much vnkiocHy 
pThat thou {I ago) who hart had my purfe, 
I As \ty firings were thine^fhould'ft know of this* 
fa.&ut you'l not hearemc. If cucr 1 did dream 
Of fuch amatter, abhorre mc 

Rodo. Thou told' ft me, 
Thou did'ft hold him in thy hate. 

I ago. Defpifeme 
Ifldonot. Three Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(Inperfonall fuitetomake me his Lieutenant) 
Off-capt to him ; and by the faith of man 
I know my price, Tarn worth no worfle a place. 
But he (aslouing his owne pride, and purpofes) 
Euades them^with'a bumbaft Circumftance, 
Horribly ftufft with Epithites of warrc, 
Non-fuites my Mediators For certes,faies he, 
I haue already thofe my Officer, Aud what wai he ? 
For-footh,a great Arithmati cian, 
One MichatW Caffio, a Florentine^ 
(A Fellow almoft damrfd in a faire Wife) 
That neuer fet a Squadron in the Field, 
Nor the detrition of a Battaile knowes 
More then a Spinfter. Vnlcffe the .Bookifti Theorickc : 
Wherein theTonguedConluls can propofe 
As Mafterly as he. Mcere pratle (without praclife) 
Is all his Souldierfhip. But he( Sit) had th'eleftipnj 
And I ( of whom his eies had fecne the proofe 
At Rhodes, at Ciprus.and on others grounds 
Chriftcn'd,and Hcathen)muft be be-leed,and calm'd 
By Dcbitor,and Creditor. "This Counter-cafter, 
He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be, 
And I [ bkuc the marke) his Moorefliips Auntient. 
Rod. By heauen,! rather would haue bin his hangman. 
/ago. Why,there's no remedie. 
'Tis the curffeof Seruicq 
Preferment goes by Lettered affeSion, 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood Heire to'th'firft. Now Sir,beiudgeyour felfc, 
Whether I in any iuft termc am AmVd 
To 1 o u c t h e Afocre ? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
/ago. OSircontenr you. 
I follow him,to fcrue my turne vpon him. 
We cannot all be Mafters,nor all Mafters 


Cannot be truely folio w'd. You fhallmarke 

Many a durious and knee~crookit?g knaue* 

That (doting on his owne obfequious bondage) 

Wcares but his timcmuch like hi s Maft ersAfle 

For naugh&but Prouender, & when he's old Caft ' 

Whip me fuch honeftknaues. Others thcreare ' 

Who trym'd in Formes,and vifages of Dutic 

Keepe yet their hearts attending on chemfduc* 

And throwing but (howes of Seruice on their Lord, 

Doe well thriue by them. 

And when they haue Iin'd their Coates 

Doe themfelucs Homage. 

Thcfc Fellowes haue fome foule, 

Andfuchaonedolprofeflemy felfc. For (Sir) 

It is as fure as you are Rodongo y 

Were I the Moore/I would not be logo : 

In following him,! follow but my fctfe. 

Heauen is my Iudge.not 1 for loue and dmic, 

But feemingf©, for my peculiar end; 

For when my outward Action doth demonftrau 

The natiucaft, and figure of my heart 

In Complement externe, 'tis not Ion g after 

But I will wcare my heart vpon my fleeue 

For Dawes topeckeat ; I am not what lam. 

Rod. What a fail Fortune do's the Thicks-lips owe 
Ifheca n carry t thus? 

/ago. Call vp her Father: 
Rowie him,make after him,poyfon his delight, 
Proclaimchim inthcStrects. Incenfehcrkiufraen, 

And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 

Plague him with FIics:though that his loy be Ioy, 

Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on'r, 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rodo. Heere is her Fathers houfe/f lc call aloutf, 
/ago. Doc,with like timerouiacecnt.and dire yell, 

As when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 

Is fpied in populus Citties. 

Rodo. What hoa : 2r«£**//*,Siginor Brabmio^ou 
/ago. Awakewhat hoz^Bratantio :Thceucs Jhecues. 

Looke to your houfe,your daughter,andyour Bags, 

Theeucs,Thteues. 

Bra. Abonc. What is the reafon of this terrible 

Summon* ? What is the matter there ? 
Rodo, Signior is all your Familie within ? 
/ago. Are your Doores lock'd^ 
Bra. Why? Wherefore ask you this ? 
lago. Sir,y*are rob*d,for fliame put on your Gownc, 

Your 


the ^foore of Venice. 


Your heart is bur ft, you haue loft halfc your foule 
g Ll cn no w,no w, very^no w,an old blackc Ram 
Js tuppi n g y our white E we, Anfe,arife, 
j^vvake the (horting Citizens with the Bell, 
Qr elfe the deuill will make a Grand-fire of you, 
Ar ifelfay. 

Bra. Whac,haueyouIoft your wits t 

Rod. Moftreuerend Siguior^loyou know my voice? 

Bra. Not I : what are you? 

Rod . My n a m e i s Rodo* igo. 

'Bra. The worffer welcome : 
j l^ue charg'd rhec no.c to haunt about my doores: 
jn honeft plainerieflc thou haft heard me lay, 
j^y Daughter is not for thee. And now in madnefle 
fficing full of S'jppcr,and d:(Vempring draughtes) 
Vpon mulitious knauerie^doU thou come 
foftart my quiet, 

Rod. Sir,Sir,Sir. 

'Bra. But thou muft needs be lure, 
jAy fpirits snd my place haue in their power 
} o make this bitter to thee. 

'Rodo. Patience good Sir. 

Bra. What tell'tt thou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice : my boufe is not a Grange. 

Rodo. Moft gyzuc'BrtibmiOy 
In timplc and pure foule, 1 come co you. 

/a. Sir :y ou are one of thofe that will not ferue God, 
if the deuill bid you. Becaufc we come to do you feruice, 
and you thinkc we arc Ruffians,you'ie haue your Daugh- 
ter coucr'd with a Barbary horfc, you'ie haue your Ne~ 
pBcwes neigh to you, you'le haue Courfers for Cozens ; 
and Gennets for Germaincs. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou? 

la. I am one Sir,that comes to tell you,your Daugh- 
ter and the Moore,are making the Beaft with two backa. 

Bra. Thou art a Villaine. 

/ago. You are a Senator* 

Bra. This thou fhak anfwere. I know thee Rodorigo. 

Rpd. Sir, 1 will anfwere any thing. But I befcech you 
If t be your pleafure, and moft wife content, 
(As partly i find it is ) that your faire Daughter, 
At this odde Euen and dull watch o'th'night 
Tranfported with no worfe nor better guard, 
But with a knauc of cofnmon hire, a Gundelier, 
To the grofle clafpes of a Lafcimous Moore ; 
If this be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then haue done you bold, and faucie wrongs. 
But ifyou know not this,rny Manners tell me, 
Wc haue your wrong rebuke. Do not belceue 
That from the fence of all Ciuilicie, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 
Your Daughter (if you haue not giuen kcr leaue) 
I fay againe,hath made a grofle rcuolr, 
Tying her Du:ic,Beautic,Wit,and Fortunes 
In an cxtrauagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here,and euery where : ftraight fat isfie your felfc. 
If flic be in herChamber.or your houfe, 
Let loofe cn me the Iuflice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder 5 hoa: 
Giue me a Taper : ca!I vp all my people, 
this Accident is not vnhke my dreame, 
Eeleefe of it oppreffes me alreadie% 
Light,Ifay,Iight. Exit. 

/ng. Farewell: fori muft leaue you. 
It feemcs not mecte,nor wholefome to my place 




Tobe produced, (as if I ftay, I.ftall,) 

Againft the Moore, For I do know the State, 

(How euer this may gall him with fome checkc) 

Cannot with fafetic caft.him. For he's cmbark'd 

With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warres, 

(Which euen now ftands in A&)that for their foules 

Another of hi* Fadome,they haue none, 

To lead their Bufineffe. In which regard, 

Though I do hare him as I do hell apines, 

Yec,for neceffitie of prefent life, 

I muft fliow out a Flag^and fignc of Loue, 

(Which is indeed but figne)that you dial furcly find him 

Lead to the Sagitary the raifed Search: 

And there will! be with him. Sofarewelh Sxit. 

Enter 'Brabantio } mth Sermnts and Torches. 

*Bra> It i* too truean euill. Gonefhci*, 
And what'* to come of my defpiled tirne> 
Is naught but bittemefle. Now Rodor/ge, 
Where didft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girlc) 
With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didft thou know 'twas fne? (Oh fhe deceaues me 
Part thought:) what faid fhe to you ? Gc t moe Tapers : 
Raifeallmy Kindred. Are they married thinkeyou? 

Rodo. Truely Ithinkethey are. 

'Bra. Oh Heauen: how got (lie out? 
Oh treafon of the blood. 

Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them acl. Is there not Charmcs* 
By which the propertie of Youth, and Maidhood 
May be abus'd ? Haue you hot read Rodorigo^ 
Of fome fuch thing ? • 

Rod. Yes Sir : I haue indeed. 

'Bra. Call vp my Brother : oh would you had had her. 
Some one way,fomc another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod. 1 thinkc I can difcoucr him,ifyou pleafe 
To get good Guard^and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. At euery hcufe He call, 
(I may command at moft)get Weapons (hoa) 
And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might ; 
On good Rodorigo J will deferue your paines. Extunt ■ 


Seem Secunda. 


Enter OthehJagOyAttendants , with Torches. 

/a. Though in the trade of Warrc I haue flaine men, 
Yet do I hold it very ftutTe o'th'confciencc 
Todonocontriu'd Murder; I lackelniquitie 
S omeume to do me feruice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thought t'baue yerk'd him here vnder the Ribbcs, 

Othello. Tis better as it is. 

/ago. Nay but heprated, 
And tpoke fuch fcuruy, andprouoking termes 
Againft your Honor 4 that with the little godlincflc I haue 
I did full hard forbeai e him. But I pray you Sir^ 
Are you faft married ?Bc aflur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much bcloud, 
And hath in his effect a voice potentiall 
As double as the Dukes : He will diuorcc you* 
Or put vpon you,what rcftraint or greeuance, 


